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can navy as a midshipman, and dashed about under
irregular fire at the bombardment of Vera Cruz and
at the siege of San Juan Ulioa. He used to tell us
that he never would miss his swim in the sea in
the morning, nor return to the ship until he had
been well within range of the guns of Vera Cruz.
The Spaniards could never hit him, he said ;
but one day when he was making a long nose
at the gunners, he was as nearly as possible
swallowed from behind by a shark. I forget
how he accounted for his escape, but there was
always a good deal of Baron Munchausen about
Mr. Home.

When the Mexican War was over, he strolled
across the United States, with a belt full of doubloons
girded about his person, and visited the Mohawks,
the Oneidas, and the Hurons. He had a fight with
a Red Indian brave and beat him, and carried away
a bunch of eagle-feathers from his body. After
many strange adventures, he must needs bathe in
public under the cataract of Niagara. Two of his
ribs were found to be broken when he was fished
out again, insensible. He then took a steerage
passage in a steamer that was wrecked in the St.
Lawrence. He walked in moccasins over to Hali-
fax, Nova Scotia, and started again in a timber
ship, whose crew rose in mutiny and set fire to her
in mid-Atlantic ; Mr. Home quelled the mutiny and
put out the fire, to the eternal gratitude of the
captain, who fell upon his knees upon the deck and
kissed his hands. I delighted in Mr. Home's stories